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PiREFACE 



As some of the first numbers are the words of Prof. Long- 
FJBLLOW, I am not at liberty to have them here re-printed, 
and can therefore only give the* outlines of Nos. 1, 2, 3, 5, 
6 and 7, and the first part of Na 16. The poems of Mr. 
CoNQDON are all, with very few exceptions, ^ven in the 
original form. 

THE COMPOSER. 



OVERTURE. 

FICTUBING SCENES FBOM THE LIFE OF 

THE FILGBIMS. 

-A.OX I- 

No. 1. — RECT. AND AIR. 

• 

Miles Standish teUing John Alden about liis weapons ; and how 
his life had been protected by a Damascns breastplate. The 
reason that his arms were all so clean and in good order, was 
that he took care of them himself, and not left it for others to do. 

No. 2— RECT. AND DUETT. 

Miles Standish and John Alden are discussing Caesar. — ^Miles 
Standish asks John Alden to go to Friscilla and ask her to mar^ 
rj him (Miles Standish). John Alden who is himself in love 
with Friscilla refuses first, but finally concludes to go. The 
piece finishes with ^ Friendship prevails over Love." 

No. 8.— RECT. AND AIR 

John Alden alone in the woods, gives away to his troubled heart. 
Seeing the Mayflower, his temper gets calmed, and finishes with 
" Puritan flowers, the type of Furitan Mudens." 



No. 4. — OLD HUNDRED. 

The Orchestra pictures tho^ spring life in the woods : the singing 
of birds, and Priscilla in iho house busy on her spinning-wheel. 

No. 44.— SPINNING SONG. 

When Dorcas, lovely woman, died, 

The poor of Joppa, smitten sore, 
To Peter, the Apostle cried : 

" Behold our helper is no more !" 

Then he approached where she was laid, 
Followed by many a weeping one. 

Who showed the garments she nad made, 
And told the good deeds she had done. 

" Awake !" the Apostle cried, " arise T 
She heard the beantiiul command. 

And gently opening her eyes. 

She took her savior's offered hand. 

So let my busy spindle fly ! 

So be by me tne poor arrayed ! 
That Saints may sing, when I shall die ; 

^^ Arise to Heaven ! O gentle maid !" 

No. 5.— SONG. 

Priscilla speaks about home and old friends. 

No. 6.— RECT. AND DUETT. 

John Alden delivers his message. — ^Friscilla refiises the Captain, 
but asks John why he does not speak for himself. 

No. 7.— 
Miles Standish, who has been wsuting for the return of John 
Alden, is eager to hear Priscilla*s answer. John Alden tells all 
what Priscilla said, and when he came to the place, " John, why 
don't you speak for yourself ?" the Captain gets into a furor, 
tells John Aldeci that he has betrayed him, and feels as if he must 
kill him (John Alden). 



No. 8. — John Alden (alone in the room). 
PRAYER 

Great Lord of Life ! O source of woe and gladness ! 

Heaven still is bright, though dark are all things here ! 
Keep this poor heart from foolishness and madness ! 

Ail may depart but Thee. Thou art still near ! 
Dark though the day, the trusting soul and single 

Knoweth Thy hand, or bringing joy or pain ; 
Shines the Eternal Right. Thine the cup to mingle 

With hyssop or with honey — mine is but to drain. 

What, O God of Battles ! what were my poor dreaming, 

Weighed 'gainst his valor, who guards thy promised Land ? 
Strengthen his heart, when the battle fires are gleaming 

Give him his guerdon, though it be the maiden's hand, 
So I depart: wherever other regions 

CaJl on Thy servant, let me dare and do ! 
So tread I Satan down, so defy his legions ! 

Fountain of Truth ! keep the tempted true ! 

No. 9.— FINALE. 

Chorus. Send them defiance back ! 
Ay shall the heathen 

Dogs of the desert defy Heaven's control ? 
On to the battle ! 
Who then will lead us ? 

[Enters Miles Standish hastily]. 
Miles Standish. I, if youll follow. O craven of soul ! 

[TUTTI]. 

Send them defiance back ! say shall the heathen 
Dogs of the desert defy Heaven's control ? 
Lead and we'll follow, O soldier undaunted, 
Lead and we'll follow thee, noble of soul ! 

[Aria, The Elder]. 

O peace my children ! it were better 
Humbly in our Master's way 
Out of darkness, out of ruin 
To conduct them, than to slay. 



[All]. 

Send them defiance back I say shall the heathen 

Dogs the desert defy our control ? 

Who then shall lead us, and who then shall guide us ? 

[Miles Standish]. 
I, if youll follow, O craven of soul ! 

[All]. 
Thee we will follow, O noble of soul ! 

[The Elder]. 

peace! my children 1 peace! 

[Grand Aria. — ^Miles Standish]. 

Say do you war with children ? 
Make war with milk and roses ? 
The only tongue the savage heeds 
My cannon's mouth discloses. 

The Elder. Not so thought Paul. 

[Miles Standish — striding to the table]. 

Leave this to me, your captain ! 

1 like not war too well. — 

But in the cause of righteousness. 
Sweet is the powder's smell, 

Say do you war with children ? 

Make war with milk and roses ? 

The only tongue the savage heeds 

My cannon's month discloses. 

(As he sings he jerks the arrows from the skin witl^a sudden, con- 
temptuous sesture, fills it with powder and bullet, and handing 
it back to the savage). 

Here, carry back your answer, 
And say^ as Grod is true. 
Miles Standish sends this token, 
Which he will follow too. 



No. 10.— 
The Orcbestra gives a description of Miles Standish and his smaU 
party who are marching out of the village before daybreak. — 
Dawning of Morning. — ^Prayer of people in their houses. — 
Chorus of sailors and people. 

year 
The anchor waits our weighing, 
your 
The flapping sails our lingering chide ; 
There must be no delaying ; 

We ^ 

You miss the hastening tide. 
No. U.— RECT. AND TRIO. 

RECITATIVO. 
John Aldex. 

Yonder snow-white cloud, that floats in the ether above me, 
Seems like a hand that is beckoning over the ocean. 
There is another hand, that is not so spectral and ghost-like, 
Holding me, drawing me back, and clasping mine for protection. 
Float, O, hand of cloud, and vanish away in the ether ! 
Roll thyself up like a fist, to threaten and daunt me; I heed not 
Either jour warning or menace, or any omen of evil ! 
There is no land so sacred, no air so pure and so wholesome, 
As is the air she breaths, and the soil that is pressed by her 
footsteps. 

TRIO. 

John Aldek. Here I remain I the first to press it. 

This shore 111 be the last at leaving ; 
Here will I soothe Priscilla's grieving, 
Here will around her ever hover. 

Fkiscilla. Here you remain I O heaven will bless it — 
Your nature noble past conceiving ; 
In poor Priscilla still believinff. 
Still, you will watch her weakness ever. 
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Captain. If you remain, why, pray confess it; 

feefore the tide's lost past retrieving ; 
*Tis no time now for the weaving 
Farewell songs of sighing lover. 

No. 12 RECT. 

Capt. of the Mayflower. The tide will soon be lost past 
retrieving, and I still here, and the anchor not yet weighed. 

AIR. 

How much longer this delaying ? 
Must we be forever straying 
In this wrong, in this flurry ? 
Cast the line off ! hurry 1 hurry 1 
(I for one am glad of sailing, 
From this shore of sand ana ailing, 
Where we have, mstead of ration. 
Sermons on Predestination ; 
Better roar of billows swelling 
Than the red-skins cursed yefling.) 
How much longer this delaying ? 
Must we be forever staying ? 



No. 18.— DUETT. 

pRisciLLA. Are j^ou so much offended ? 

Will you not speak to me ? 
Did then my maiden tongue outrun 

My maiden modesty ? 
*Twas said : Til not unsay it ; 

For when the heart flows o'er — 
A trifle may betray it — 

Its secret's kept no more. 

John Alden. Nay, not with you offended I 
'Twas that I spake so ill, 
When I should have defended 

I^is cause with heart and skill. 
• I speak but truth to woman, 
For she is like the bright 
And beauteous river filling 
Old Eden with delight. 



No. 14.— RECT. AND POLACCA. 

RECITATIVO. 
Priscilla. 

Am I 80 much to blame, that yesterday when you were pleading] 
Warmly the cause of another, my heart, impulsive and waywara, 
Pleaded your own, and spoke out, forgetful perhaps of decorum, j 

John Alden. 

I was not angry With you, with myself alone I was angry. 

Seeing how badly I managed the matter I had in keeping. 

Priscilla. 

No ; you were angry widi me ior speaking so frankly and freely, 

Sunless and silent and deep, like subterraneous rivers. 

Is the inner life of so many suSering women, 

Till some questioning voice dissolves the spell of its silence. 

John Alden. 

Heaven forbid it, Priscilla, and truly they seem to me always 
More like the beautiful rivers that watered the garden of Eden. 
More like the river Euphrates, through the deserts of Havilah 

flowing, 
Filling the land with delight, and memories sweets of the garden. 

POLACCA. 

Oh, by those words too plainly 

I see that I uttered in vain. — 
When I but seek for your friendship — 

Hiat which hast cost me such pain. 
When I have spoken with doubtmg 

For sympathy asking alone, 
My kindness of speech you but answer 

With phrases of flattering tone. 

Oh, by those words, &c. 

Why not to truth keep loyal ? 

Is it a secret I tell, 
That I have liked to be with you — 

To see and to talk with you well ? 
More than the heart of a soldier, 

Is your fnend, John Alden, to me 
Although he was ten times more valiant, 

Than your friendship declared him to be. 

Why not to truth keep loyal? &c. 
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No. 15.— CHORUS. 

Over the billow, 

Moming is dawning I 
See on the hill top 

Now it is glancing I 
Over the WloYr 

Goldenly flowing ; 
Steady the breezes 

Outward are blowing ; 
Birds anging blithelv 
' Skies smihng brightly, 
Waves breaking li^Uy 

Join in our song ; 
Heaven will be with her; 

Good shall betide her ; 
His hand shall guide her 

Gentle and strong. 



Hark ! ^tis the signal gun ! o'er the waves booming ! 
God keep their going! God help'd their coming! 
Heaven will still guard us, with kindly emotion, 
Though we weep on the shore, or weep on the ocean. 



-A.OT III. 
No. 16.— DUETT. 

Friscilla on the spinmng-wheel when John Alden enters : they 
talk about the happy days of the future ; a messenger inter- 
rupts their conversation, bringing the news that Miles Stand- 
ish had been killed in the battle, that the Indians were on 
their way to the village, and that the town would be burned, 
and all the people be killed. Friscilla faints away into the 
arms of John Alden. 



John Aldek. Drooping and motionless, 

Thus let me press thee : 
Thus to my bosom fold 

Thy belov'd form I 
Sleep not thus passionless I 

Wake, dear, to bless me ! 
Wake from this slumber cold, 

Wake to love warm. 



Friscilla — (arousing). 



Darkly and drearily, 

Sure I was dreaming; 
Heard I a voice that said 

Words of such fright? 
Drearily, cheerily. 

Glowing and gleaminff. 
The doom of the noble dead 

Dims our delight ! 
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Both — (joining hands). 



Tenderly, gratefully 

Looking to Heaven, 
Be our troth plighted 

Here with a prayer. 
Treading still thankfully 

Ways that are given, 
Darksome or blighted 

Love will be there. 



No. 17.— FINALE. 



Chorus. 
Happ^ day ! golden dawning ! unclouded wedding morning ! 

Smiling earth ! welcome sun ! 
Happy bride I gentle wooer I maiden purer lover truer 
Never wooed ! never won ! 

Happy bride 1 O may never affectionB jeases aever I 

Blest of Heaven 1 blest of earth I 
In gladness and afliiction, still be Heaven's benediction 

On their home I on their hearth ! 

Happy day ! golden morning ! unclouded wedding morning ! 

WEDDING TRIO. 

Priscilla. Take here my hand, take here my heart, 
This loving heart of mine ; 
For smiles, for tears, mine own thou art. 
And I, my love, am thine. 



John Alden. Take here my hand, take here my heart 
This faithful heart of mine ; 
Come grief or glee, nunc own thou art, 
Ana I, my love, am thine. 



Elder. Take thou his hand — take thou her heart, 

At Heavens own altar shrine. 
These hands I join, let no man part. 
Made one by Love divine. 
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CHORUS. 

Ah, who is this appearing ? 
Hiis wedding-guest unbidden ? 
That sword, that armor wearing — 
What fbnn beneath is hidden ? 
He comes, the bridal cursing ; 
With curse from Heaven laden ! 
He comes in honor, claiming 
His own, the trembling maiden, 
Upon Priscella tearful, 
A coward vengeance wreaking ; 
Avaunt, O phantom fearful ! 
Thy habitation seeking ! 
Her form with fright is bending — - 
His heart with anguish rending 
Avaunt ! O ghost pertending ! 
Nor with unholy presence 
Thus blight the bridal pleasancc. 
Our souls with anguish rending. 

Miles Standish. Miles Standish ! 
Chorus. Miles Standish alive. 

AIR. 

]MiLE8 Standish. Ha ! ha ! you welcome warmly ! 
I own I have not swiftly sped, 
To see these lovers wed, 
But faith ! I am not dead ! 
3o take my coming calmly, 
Before you drive me back to go — 
Back to the scoundrel foe, 
Who would not chatter so ! 
See here your fears refuting. 
This ghost the maid saluting, 
This pretty wife ! ha ! ha ! this pretty wife ! ho ! ho! 

Ha ! ha ! my folly's ended ; 

Too long my childish wrath prevailed ; 

I sent — ^)'ou spake — you failed ; [to Alden] 

And I, ungrateful, railed. 

See here my hand extended ! 
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Old love shall deeper, older grow ! 
My wrath was quick — ^not slow 
I pay the debt I owe, 
For error, friend, atoningl 
The wrong I did you owning, 
My good old friendl ha! hal my pretty friend! ho! ho! 



John Aldeic. 



Miles Standish. 



John Alden. 
Miles Standish. 
John Alden. 
Miles Standish. 
Both. 



DUETT. 

Be all forgot between us, 
All save our fiiendship dear! 

While that shall but grow warmer, 
As follows year oa year. 

Be all forgot between us — 

This folly at an end ! 
For never was Miles Standish 
So much John Alden's friend. 

Let all between us perish ! 
Except the love we cherish ! 
And that as we grow older, 
Be sure will not grow colder, 
Be sure ! be sure I be sure ! 
Be sure will grow no colder. 
Old friend! as we grow older, 
But warmer to the end! 



RECITATIVO. 

John Alden. 

O Friscilla, how happy, and so proud I am of you ; 
Now you are my queen, my beautiful Bertha. 

SONG WITH CHORUS. 

Pbiscilla. Ah ! love like thine 

Fills the desert with light ; 
Gilds the sea and the shore 

That were dreary as night ; 
There is glee in our home, 

Though a gloom in the sky ; 
We will hope though we mourn. 

We will smile though we sigh. 
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Chorus. We will hope though we mourn ; 

We will smile though we sigh. 

PRiBCirLA. Tea! love like thine, 

That can never grow cold, 
Shall brins us the bloom 

Of the Paradise old, 
And though dark be our path, 

Still in joy be it trod, 
In the liffht of our love 

And £e presence of God ! 

Chorus. In the light of your love 

And uie presence of God I 

Chorus. Happy day ! Golden dawning I 
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